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*takes a hearty swig 
of ale* 


Tis a fine evening for 
a tale...the air is 
brisk, but nothing a 
good strong ale canst 
not cure...Aye, tis 
getting dark early, but 
I am sure the barkeep 
minds not the extra 
business...soon the 
days will lengthen, a 
Sign of hope and 


rebirth....a 
point?....good sir, dost 
thou think I ramble 

for no reason?....of 
course I have a 
point..... Hmmm, a bit 


testy tonight, are we? 
Perhaps thou hast 

had too much of this 
fine ale?...or perhaps 
too little?...ah yes, the 
tale....a tale of hope 
and redemption...of 
things long gone by in 

a different age... an 
age when people still 
believed in the 
Ancients..... Aye, a 

few still honor them, 
but not many... most 
know not their 
names....I? I am but a 
humble bard, I tell the 
tales of others, tis not 
mine to judge or decide 


who is right or 
wrong... 


xempties stein and 
motions for another* 


Well MiLords and 
MiLadies, if we keep 
this up, mine throat 
willst be ruined 

before I even begin the 
tale....Aye? really? 

and didst I drag thee in 
and pour those ales 

into thine mouth?? 
...and force thee to 


Ah yes....the 
tale...Twas long ago in 
a lost age...a time 
rarely 

remembered. ..when 
honor and courage and 
life and yes love 
actually meant 
something. ..the 
Ancients fought often 
then and man often 
served as his foot 
soldier as well as the 
victim of the petty 
spite....A 


course....dost mine 
stories not always 


was his name..a hero 
unlike any other 
before or since...a 
man some say actually 
saved Astin himself 
from the dark 
ones....but tis only 
speculation, what is 
none, is he was 
perhaps the most 
favored of all of 
mankind among the 


Ancients...indeed 

they say that if there 
is a bard amongst 

them (Cand how couldst 
there not be??) that it 
wouldst be not the 
tales of Astin and 
Kiora, but of Varol 
that they wouldst 
sing...*empties 
another stein* In ages 
long ago, the Ancients 
actually didst reside 
in or near their 
shrines, and their 
powers radiated 
throughout Sosaria, 
but alas, the evil 
Ancients had but one 
Shrine, Chaos. From 
their one Shrine they 
didst enough damage to 
cause great misery. 
For whilst the 
Ancients under Astin 
covered all of Sosaria 
by being spread out, 
the evil ones were 
concentrated and also 
very strong. To 
counteract this, Astin 
asked all of the 
Ancients to compose 
Tomes of Knowledge. 
Their collected powers 
couldst then be 
combined in Astins 
hands whilst they 
still resided in their 
Shrines. 

During the same era, 
there was a young 
warrior named Varol. 

A valiant lad who 
never didst raise his 
sword in anger or 
spite, but only in 
service to the Virtues. 
Many a battle were 


won by his sword and 
his cunning....another 
ale?...I thank thee 
good Sir...now, where 
was I?...ah, yes, 
Varol..... The Ancients 
didst grow to love him 
and honor him above 
all others in the vast 
sea of humanity, yet 
Varol didst turn away 
many honors and 
special favours to 
continue as their most 
humble and devoted 
servant. 


When the time came to 
deliver all of the 
Tomes to Astin, 
Teicid, the God of 
Deceit, had besieged 
Shem, the God of 
Truths Shrine. A 
fierce battle was being 
waged, and in the 
middle of the fray, 
his golden hair 

owing in the light of 
righteousness, stood 
Varol. During this 
battle, word didst 
reach Shem that 
another attack was 
underway. Indeed a 
massive strike was 
being directed against 
Astin himself. 

Wishing to strengthen 
the Fathers hand, 

Shem knew he needed 

to get the final Tome, 
The Tome of Truth, to 
Astin. Seeing Teicids 
grotesque form 

nearing his Shrine, 
Shem couldst not leave 
to take the Tome to 
Astin himself and 


thus bid Varol to do so 
for him. 


Thus, didst Varol set 
off to deliver the 
Tome to Astin. On his 
journey, Varol was 
accosted by many evil 
forces. The battle at 
the Truth Shrine 
didst not turn well 
without Varol to lead 
his forces. Teicid is a 
wiley opponent and 
clouded the minds of 
many of Varols 
warriors. Without 

him there to direct 
them, the Shrine fell 
to Deceit. Teicid 
immediately set out 
after Varol. 


Now although Teicid 
was a powerful 
Ancient, he knewst 
better than to attack 
Varol whilst he didst 
possess the Tome of 
Truth. The Tome held 
all of Shems power 

and shouldst it but 
touch Teicid, he 
wouldst be cast into 
oblivion. Appearing in 
many forms before 
Varol, Teicid didst try 
his utmost to deceive 
the young warrior. 
After several failed 
attempts, Teicid didst 
race ahead to join the 
battle. 


With Shem weakened 

and not present, the 
battle didst rage on, 
but in the end Astins 
forces beat back the 


evil ones. Twas a 
result of this battle 
and the casualties 
ineicted on mankind 
which caused Kiora 

and Tivona to plead 
with Astin to take up 
residence in other 
realms to keep their 
battle from destroying 
all of humanity. 

Thus, although the 
forces of the Ancients 
are ever present and 
they do still visit this 
world, they reside and 
live elswhere as a 

sign of Astins love for 
all his creations. 


Teicid met with the 
retreating forces of 
evil as they <ed 
towards the rift in 
Destard. As they 
healed their wounds 
and told their tales of 
battle, unbeknownst to 
them, they were 
watched from near by 
young Varol. As they 
prepared to enter a 
magic gate to Destard, 
Teicid didst tell the 
other vile ones of his 
victory over Shem. 
Full of anguish, Varol 
didst charge the 
ancients and follow 
them into the gate. 


Deep in the depths of 
the lowest level of 
Destard a great battle 
raged. Without his 
knowlege, Varol hadst 
the power in his 

hands to hold off the 
evil ancients. Seeing 


the Tome, the vile ones 
didst «ee into the 
rift. For one of the 
few times in his life, 
Varol didst stumble 

and allow pride to 
consume him. Whilst 
basking in the glory of 
singlehandedly 

driving evil from the 
world, he didst not see 
the encient wyrm 
descending upon him. 
Fearing death at the 
hands of the beast, 
Varol opened a gate to 
safety. AS he stepped 
through it, however, 
the wyrm didst grasp 
the Tome in its mighty 
teeth thus ripping the 
Tome in two. 
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